RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

to get round Simon. He had kept away from Marie-Ange during these
last weeks for shame of showing himself to her while he was losing all
they possessed. Everything had gone as badly as it possibly could.

"Yes, we really are having a run of bad luck. But I suppose Simon
will marry you?" he said.

"How should I know? Does he want to marry me? Can he get a
divorce? His wife's not in Paris. She's only due back in a few days5
time. Do I even know if I want to marry him?"

She ended by agreeing to what he asked., that is to say she let
him have thirty thousand francs out of the forty that remained to
her.

"Perhaps Jean-NoeTs disasters will give me a miscarriage/3 she
thought hopefully. "It seems there are women whom some great
trouble. . . Besides, if I have no money left and nothing works out, it'll
be another reason for putting an end to it."

And she went into the kitchen to eat a chocolate eclair. Since she
had been pregnant she had a constant, insatiable craving for chocolate
eclairs and ate them continually throughout the day.

Jean-Noel was returning home from having liquidated his most
dangerous debt, thanks to Marie-Ange's thirty thousand francs and
Isabelle's twenty thousand. He was crumpling the recovered cheque in
his pocket and thinking: "Still another two hundred and fifty thousand
to find; but where, how?" Then, suddenly, at the corner of the Rue
Gambon and the Rue Saint-Honore, he met Christian Leluc.

Christian had not altered; he still had the same dark fringe across his
forehead, the same adolescent appearance, the same shifty look, the
same slim hands. He was wearing a scarf round his chicken's neck,

On seeing him Jean-Noel immediately thought of Prince Galbani
and Maxime de Bayos. If they were in Paris there might be some hope
there.

"But Ben's dead. What, didn't you know?" Christian said. "It
was two months ago. In a very odd way. While he was looking for a
book in the Palazzo library, the bracket supporting a shelf on which
stood the bronze bust of some Roman Emperor, Tiberius or Commodus,
gave way, and the bust caught Ben on the head. Nobody knew precisely
whether it was the bust that killed him on the spot, or whether he broke
his back falling from the ladder. Besides," Leluc added, "he wasn't at
all nice to me latterly. It didn't bring him any luck."

And the counterfeit adolescent, baring his pointed teeth, gave a
wicked smile that Jean-Noel found unpleasant.

"AndBaba?"

"Baba's gone to recover from his sorrow in Hungary. The Abbey is
for sale. He never wants to set foot in it again."

Jean-NoeTs hopes were destroyed as soon as he had thought of them.
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